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lying down beside them in the straw, while two
Scottish Lords, who could speak a kind of English,
put themselves up in the Greyhound. All of them,
though cavalry, had behaved well, and had kept
their hands off the women so far. But to-morrow
the savages would be on them. It was like the old
Border raids their fathers suffered centuries ago. All
the villagers were herding up their sheep and cattle,
and driving them far off the road down to Shap
Abbey, or away down the valley of the Eden. If
they were hidden, the savages could not devour them
raw. It was well known that when oats were scarce
in the mountain deserts, the men prodded their sheep
and cows with their daggers, and the women caught
the blood and mixed it into cakes. What else could
be expected from people who lived among unknown
mountains in filthy huts, with a fire in the middle
and a hole at the top for the smoke to go out, and
where the women did all the work while the men
fought the other savages, stole their cattle, drank a
home-brewed fiery spirit, and sang unintelligible rig-
maroles? Knowing what his fate would be at the
hands of Papists, the parson of Morland had left
his comfortable home and fled to Kirkby Stephen.
The savages were bringing back the grandson of
Popish James, and the horrors of Bloody Mary and
Smithfield would be renewed.

So rumours were whispered in the hall, and hour
by hour the apprehensions increased. Every knock
at the door might mean a band of unintelligible
murderers come to plunder the food, cut the throats
of Roger, John, and Henry, and ravish pretty young
Eliza and Jane in their own bedroom. They barri-
caded the doors, front and back, and all night long
they sat together listening to the roaring wind5 whis-
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